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us Germans to get back on the train, and climbed up on the foot-board of the locomotive. There was a prolonged blast on the whistle, and the special train began to move.
On the other side of the passenger cars—invisible to the border guard—our train guards appeared. We shook hands with the Poles and in the process gave them the additional tips that had been promised them. They saluted. The sergeant called to me, "There are real soldiers in Poland, too!" We waved our thanks from the moving train. Another shrill whistle—two Polish border guards climbed down from a wooden tower on the bridge, exchanged a sentence with the Soviet major, and raised a red and white flag.
The train passed over the Lusatian Neisse, no longer a little river in the interior of Germany, but now, in theory, its "eastern border." In the narrow strip of no-man's land, where weeds had been allowed to proliferate, the first Soviet guard posts appeared. A long whistle, and we pulled up to the station at Forst.
Spotlights went on, cameras clicked, the massive newsreel equipment began to hum, a radio reporter spoke rapidly into his microphone.
The platform was black with people—representatives of the Soviet military administration, of the Soviet-German administration, of the press of the East Zone, and many citizens of Forst.
Most of them had been waiting twenty hours for the "Special Train for Gerhart Hauptmann."
What happened from this moment until July 28, when the zinc casket was finally laid to rest shortly after sunrise in the sands of the village of Kloster on the island of Hiddensee,* may be assumed to be known.
The solemnities ran their course according to the ritual developed in the Soviet Union, a ritual which had its origin in old Byzantium. They reached their climax in the invocation of the "wise teacher and leader of the peoples, the greatest philosopher, statesman, and military leader of all time"—Stalin!
In Forst there was a welcome of this nature for the widow and a wreath was laid on the dead man's casket. Exactly the same ceremony took place ten hours later by torchlight at the Berlin-Schoneweide station.
The casket was also met by torches at Stralsund. The funerary affair in the beautiful, old city hall was again very ceremonious, in the style of the new Byzantium. The honor guard of university professors of the East Zone, of "activists" and "new settlers" (what might these exiles have felt at this catafalque!), the speeches of the prominent representatives of the SMA (Soviet Military Administration), of the Soviet-German administration, of the SED (German Socialist Unity Party),
*In the Baltic, just northwest of the larger island of Riigen.